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I declined his offer. It has always been my belief that the safest
defence in any company is to be unarmed. He bought his own sword-
stick, and outside in the street two men waited for us at a distance often
yards or so. He accompanied me back to the hotel.
Next morning he approached me with a peculiar request.
"I want you to do me a favour. It sounds absurd, but it's important
for me, and easy for you."
"What is it?" I asked curiously. I must admit that this man interested
me, and was very likable with a certain charm of manner.
He wanted me to go down to the sea shore outside Lisbon and bring
back a handful of small pebbles.
"Nothing doing!" I told him. "I should like to know why you want
those pebbles. But in any case I'm not going to fetch them for you.
Why not get them yourself?"
"For me it is too dangerous," he answered.
I had an idea that it might be too dangerous for me. Perhaps he
wanted to lure me into a solitary place and run me through the ribs with
his beautiful sword-stick.
Another prison I visited was the Limoero. I know now what the
Fleet prison was like in the bad old days. It was insanitary, over-
crowded, utterly squalid, but with a touch of humanity in it which was
not so soul-destroying or maddening as others I saw, like the
Penitenciaria.
The prisoners were allowed to live in open cells. They could visit each
other. They had their wives and babies with them. They could buy
things from outside, if they had money, and the poorest were allowed
to beg for alms through a grating in the prison wall. They suffered from
jail fever which is the same as typhus. Their cells were verminous, but
at least they could talk, and quarrel, and smoke cigarettes, and read and
write, and play cards on their beds. I had an idea that I would not mind
much being among these people in this prison for a month or so.
I talked with many of them, political and other prisoners, in French
or English and found some of them highly educated men. They were
like caged birds. No charge had been made against them. They had no
idea whether they were in for a few months or for years. Their women
wept. Their children whimpered. Some of them lay ill and fever-
stricken.
But the worst place I saw was, that Penitenciaria. It was a model
prison. The prison authorities were proud of it. It filled me with a cold
horror.
It was a diamond-shaped building, with long corridors down which
were little cells. It was all spotlessly clean. It was, I was told, very
up to date, on the best and most modern system. In each little cell was a